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Black Out 


Taylor knew exactly what was running through Dave's head at that moment. His pulse would be rising and his 
vision would be closing down as the blackness tightened around his skull. His breath would get shorter and 
shorter while his skin became hot and clammy. Already his hands were balled in to fists and Taylor could see 
Dave's shoulders beginning to quickly rise and fall. 


Behind them, the drummer could hear the sound of fifty thousand people screaming their names. The band had 
just given their all during a three hour show. Stepping from the stage and to the back stage area was like 
walking from a desert into an ice bath. The shock could be jarring and sometimes it affected their leader in 


ways that many of them didn't understand. How could someone who was so confident and sure of himself begin 


to break down as their final notes drifted through the humid night? 


All of them had suffered panic attacks at some point in their lives. It was an inevitable part of moving from 
being an ordinary joe on the street to playing in a stadium-filling band. The growing pains of being one of those 
humans was enough to put many people off the path. 


Yet, from time to time, some of them still suffered and watching Dave begin to shut down tore at Taylor's 
heart. 


Knowing that words would have no effect on Dave, Taylor still spoke, his voice soft and controlled, "Hey." 

He held out his hands, reaching for the older man and intending to pull him close. 

"Hey. It's okay, Dave. It is. I'm here. I've got you. Gonna look after you." 

Dark eyes looked straight through him, their pupils dilated as they tried to make sense of the world around 
them. The older man was shaking and Taylor swept up a towel. Carefully he draped it around Dave's shoulders 
before pulling a second one up and over the singer's head. Anything to help drown out the sound of the fans 
and help make Dave feel a little safer. 

Taylor could remember his panic attacks all too well. They were still there, vivid memories burned in to his 
brain. The darkness, the lack of oxygen, the clammy skin. It was terrifying and he could feel the fear coming 
from Dave. 

Stepping up to his friend, Taylor lightly rested his hands on Dave's shoulders. The older man's breath was 
coming in small, tight pants. His eyes were barely able to connect with Taylor's and the drummer wondered 
what was going on in the dark haired man's head. Did he know what was happening? Did he know that Taylor 


was there? 


Leaning closer, he rested his forehead against Dave's and stared in to the other man's endless eyes. "lm here,’ 


he murmured. "I've got you. I'm not gonna let you go." 
"Taylor." Dave's voice was distant and weak, like a signal from another galaxy. 


Dave seemed to be in an entirely other world, one that Taylor couldn't see. He slid his arms down and around 


Dave's waist. Beneath his hands, Taylor could feel the older man shaking. 
"What's going on, buddy? Why the panic attack?" 


"| just." Dave appeared to be drifting, coming and going from his current dimension as though he was waiting 
to step back in to a different, safer, one. 


Taylor rested his head against Dave's shoulder and inhaled the scent of a man who'd spent the past three 
hours going hell for leather on a stage. "You just what?" 


"I want to go horve.." 


Taylor felt tears spring to his eyes and he held on to Dave, holding him close. "Soon, buddy. Soon we'll be going 
home. Just three more dates. That's all you've got to get through. Then we'll be on a plane." 


No one truly knew what triggered such attacks. They could be caused by anything; unfamiliar situations, 


crowds, or, in Dave's case, a need to be back where everything was safe and familiar. 


Gently he ran his hands up and down the other man's back. He could feel Dave's breathing beginning to slow 
and the sweat starting to dry. When Dave's arms loosely linked around his waist, Taylor smiled softly. 


"I've got you now," Taylor murmured. 


"You've always got me." Dave paused and Taylor sensed that he was slowly stepping back from the cliff and 
returning to their dimension "Thank you." 


Pulling back, Taylor gave him a soft smile before pressing a kiss to the older man's forehead. The knot that 
had wrinkled Dave's forehead was gone and he appeared to be more relaxed than a moment before. 


"| will always have you," he softly said. 


